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robe between her teeth, as it greatly encumbered her, with three bounds she attained the platfoim.
A sonorous signal sounded below her m the shade, the same signal that she had heard at the foot of the stairway of the galleys. Leaning over the terrace, she recognised the man sent by the priest Schahabarim, holding two saddled horses.
All night he had wandered between the two entrenchments, but becoming greatly disquieted by the conflagration, he had gone back, trying to discover what happened in Matho's camp; and as he knew that this place was nearest to his tent, in obedience to the priest's orders he had not left the vicinity, but there awaited Salamnabo.
He mounted and stood upright on the back of one of the horses, and Salammbo slipped down fiom the terrace to him ; at once they spurred their horses into a sharp gallop, making the circuit of the Punic camp, searching for an entrance.
Matho re-entered his tent. The smoking lamp scarcely burned, and as he believed Salammbo slept, he patted delicately all over the lion's skin spread out on the couch of palm-branches. Not finding her, he called, and she answered not; he quickly jerked down a strip of canvas to admit the daylight. The Zaimph had disappeared.
The earth trembled under the tread of the multitude. Yells, neighs, the clash of armours sounded through the air, and the fanfare of the clarions rung out the signal for a charge. All was like a fierce hurricane eddying around him. An inordinate fury